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=== depend upon ourselves. IT too oppose your! chivalric gallantry, embodying neither the 
; nation, they are my aversion,—-but have I devotedness nor the developement of the 
“For the Tablet. not loved you ? Follow then the example ardent possessions of my own far distant 
which | offer, retain your hatred of the clime. The lovers of Granada are but 
Moors, yet love Almanza. sut faithful gallant shepherds. Her heroes nothing but 
i still to our country and our cause, let us the tilters of the list, decked with ribbands 
‘not, in the indulgence of affection, commit and devices, imitating the noble actions of 
Tue beautiful Almanza, the daughter of that which hereafter would ensure for us a real lover in the presence of their mistress. 
Abdaral, a Moorish chief, and descendant reproach. The pebble which yields not t.! es, in the same degree that they do illustri- 
oi an Arabian family, illustrious in oriental the pressure of my foot, and which spar- ous combats in their feeble’ tournaments. 
records, was unfortunately attached to Pe-! kles with the sciatillations struck from it by It is not thus, Pedro, that we learn to con. 
dro, a young and gallant Spaniard in the! the jron hoofs of our coursers, andis yet un-| quer, and it surely is not thus that we can 
camp of Isabelle. Previous to the siege of broken, is not harder than the heart of Ab- learn to Tove. It is true that I demand of 
Granada her lover had found many oppor-| dara] my father. He has witnessed the you the sacrifice of love to duty, and yet I 
tunities for private interview with Alman-! exhibition of my grief. Yes! daughter as ‘am unwilling that you should ever cease to 
za, either at their appointed meetings, or) T am of the Arabs of the desert, | have recollect those sufferings 1 would undergo 
when protected by disguise he had gained) ayowed’it to him with my prayers. Ihave for you. Adieu, my beloved Re dro, Our 
admittance to her residence. At the com-!'shed before him those tears which my over-| destinies are fixed and nothing can divide 
mencement of that memorable event, how-| flowing eyes could not restrain, and his— them. Hope, courage, fidelity, glory, or 
ever, he was at once reduced to the altern-| they have remained unmoistened, they have death, are all that now remains.” 7 
ative of failing in his duty to his Queen, OF! lerown more fierce with wrath when your, Itis easy to determine, from this letter, 
of joining in the attack upon that city which name has escaped my lips. Imitate, then, the elevated character of Almanza; and 
contained the object of his love. His fa-| my actions. Without forgetting love, con- Pedro knew too well its firmness to admit a 
ther, Don Alphonso, was the sworn enemy’ tinue to obey the duty which demands the hope of conquering her resolution. He 
of all the Moors, and especially of the pa-! sacrifice of my life. Leave not the stand. obeyed her injunctions, and marched under 
rent of Almanza, who, in return, detested! ard of your Queen—she is indeed marching the walls of Granada. It was there that, 
every Spaniard, and viewed Alphonso with ‘acainst me, but follow still her banner.— «lone in his tent at midnight, consumed by 
abhorrence. It is indeed difficult, to con- Avoid and respect my father in the combat, ,his excited passions, and yielding to des. 
ceive of a situation more’ harrassing than yet fulfil your fatal destiny. I had rather pair, he thus answered his beloved and cru- 
that which awaited these two lovers. Hope! }ehold you a conquerer upon our walls, or cl mistress. 
which often will sustain the guilty or the) gaze upon you when expiring beneath the ‘* Your voice has been heard. J have 
wretched, shed not even the faintest glim-| tottering ramparts of Granada, tl«n to) obeyed your wishes, and am now beneath 
mering upon the darkness of souls— find you basely abanoning the cause you! the walls which you inhabit. Your lover 
they believed that they had reached the have adopted. You are now nothing but!/has himself sharpened those murderous 
summit of misfortune, and yet their actual! yy’ ippy—become not worthy of conte inpt.|/blades, which are about to shed the blood 
danger and distress was far beyond the ut- | is true that patience is not often exercised, even of your father. Aided by the dark. 
most of their fears. ; \without support or courage when deprived!|ness of the night, I have placed before the 
The courageous Almanza having secret-) of hope, but the triumphs of virtue belong ramparts of your city, those terrible imple. 
ly received a letter from her lover, returned | of right to souls like ours. Your letter ex-| ments of war, which are about to hasten 
by the same conveyance, the following re- jbits but too much of that weakness which! their subversion, and open a passage for 
ply. . attends on suffering. Cease these com-|the entrance of our soldiers, thirsting for 
“« No, my dearest Pedro, I surrender not plaints, my Pedro, they are. useless, nay|/blood and massacre. I shall guide their 
myself to the influence of that despair which more, they are disheartening. For what! movements, and perhaps, unconcious of my 
has impelled you forward. Our happiness, are we endeavoring, and what object shall|/actions, shall direct them in my fury to 
may be destroyed, but our honor yet re- we gain by these unfruitful murmurs. Is your tranquil residence. Are you now con. 
mains. Our duties are indeed opposite,— not the sand of the desert borne away in tent, Almanza, with the sacrifice I have 
our interests are widely separated, but they’ the bosom of the whirlwind, and shall we,| presented ? Is that misnamed energy of 
yet demand our care. Persecution never} the feeble atoms of this earth, seck to bend! yours satisfied—that energy which is no- 
can destroy our integrity and principle, nor, qj} things to our will? Believe not, Pedro, thing but a culpable insensibility? Fatal 
eradicate our thoughts. Like the lofty) that your Almanza exhibits any decrease} indeed is this exaggeration of a soul exalted 
trees of the mountain over which the un-| in her love while thus addressing you. No,|beyond reason by its love of duty. See 
chained winds of heaven are Sweeping in| that love is still as pure and strong as the then to whata situation we are now reduc- 
their fury, they will still remain immovea-| virtue which sustains it. What indeed isjied. Misfortune is overwhelming us beyond 
ble. Life, liberty, and their attendant bles- that affection,—that frivolous tenderness|a remedy, and every event is but dissipa- 
sings may be influenced by circumstances, which I see around me? Is it truly love 7 ting still more widely our fancied hopes of 
or the will of those around us—but true} Js it a sentiment of the heart, undying inits| union. All might have been repaired. I 
dignity of character andelevation ofthought! nature? It is nothing but a species of''could have quitted an army whose service 
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I detest ; you could have abandoned those’ /around the city were constantly repeated, 
walls, which ought to be the objects of your and he often approached the fortifications, 
hatred, since they form our separation.— in utter disregard of the danger he incur- 
United in secret by the holiest of ties, we! red. His intention was to penetrate within 
might have withdrawn from the power of 'the gate, and to discover the secret passage, 
tyrants—and who could have restrained us?known only to the slave. At length led 
Of what importance to us are the quarrels|ion by desperation, he determined to force 
of the Moors and Isabelle? What am I jan entrance, preferring, should he fail in, 
and what my station inthis army? A sim.|/his attempt, the chains and crueltics of his! 
ple officer, unrecognized amidst the numer-| enemies, to freedom in the camp of Isabelle. 
ous subalterns who surround me—ought I He esteemed as a source of happiness, the! 





involuntary groan, which pierced even to 
the heart of Pedro, who, as he raised his 
eyes fora moment, and met the anguished 
‘look of his mistress, immediately fainted 
in the arms of his conductors. 

| It is indeed impossible to paint the des- 
pair of Almanza; the incertitude which 
weighed upon her spirit, the struggles of her 
mind, and the thousand resolutions which 
she formed and instantly abandoned. What 


had she not to fear? To his violent hatred 


to immolate my happiness for political in-| privilege of passing the remnant of a lin-| of the Spaniards, Abdaral, her father, add- 
trigues? This night—this very night might gering existence, in the dungeons of the) cd also the characteristics of unyielding 
have restored you to me, by that secret en-| Moors, since it would but bring him nearer} firmness, and though yet uncertain of the 
trance which has so often favored our re-| to Almanza. Theoccasions which he sought! extent of the passion which his daughter 
membered interviews. That star of heav-| for were constantly presented, since each! entertained for Pedro, and but partially in. 
en, Which now beams only upon my despair, successive day witnessed the sallies of his, formed, still his suspicions were aroused, 
might have guided our uncertain footsteps, enemies, for the purpose of foraging the and his long continued silence on the sub- 
or have shone in brightest splendor as a ‘surrounding country. As a simple officer, ject was singular and ominous. Pedro was 
gem of love. Go—you have never loved, inferior in rank, Pedro could indeed issue} indeed but little known within the city ; Ab- 
me. Repeat no longer, that you are de-| no injunction nor command to an attack, | 


scended from the Arabs of the desert— but he excited many of those around him,| 
they have left enstamped upon you, their to attempt a deed of daring, and thus ac-! 
ferocity of manner. Boast then of the quire great glory with the praises of their, 
courage you possess, and become still more Queen. He was not‘long suffered to re.| 
insensible. Each project that you form, main inactive. A body of Moorish caval-| 
each word you utter, is but wringing ftom) ry soon issued from the city, and perceiving} 
me tears of blood. And yet, Almanza, their intentions, he informed his comrades. 
tremble, for you know not the design which Disregarding every hazard, they instantly) 
has brought me hither. When, in the de-) assembled, and, though few in number,) 
lirium of despair, my hand shall announce) rushed at once upon the enemy. 
its obedience to your command—when || Pedro combatted in the first ranle of the) 
shall be present, scattering death within assailants, and animated those around him, | 
your walls, even then you will not perceive, by his own impetuosity; but he desired) 
it. There are eflorts, which to some seem rather the flight, than the destruction of his, 
supernatural, that are yet within the pow- enemies. In each one he attacked, he re- 
er of man. Fury has alone become my |spected the recollection of Almanza, and 
couns:tlor, and the order you have given, | the standard of her race, and regarded it 
abhor. The arms 1 bear, I have blunted) as criminal to shed that blood which was 
or have broken, and I am ready, even to) consecrated to defend the object of his love. 
to seatter ina thousand fragments, that) As the day was disappearing, the retreat, 
banner which has been confided to my care, of the Moors became their only hope, and 
and for whieh you demand fidelity. Fidel-) they fled in great disorder towards the city. | 
itv’ J am faithtul to despair, Almanza, This was the moment so much desired by 
at once the delight and the torment of my Pedro, and, disregarding the entreaties of, 
life, you know of what the heart is capable, his followers, he hastened forward and en- 
when hope has fled forever.” tered, with his flying enemy, the walls of, 
This letter reached Almanza, and bore Granada. His companions returned in tri- 
with it, trouble to ber soul. She was in- umph totheir camp with the prisoners they 
deed courageous; but whatever foree we had captured, yet regretting the loss of eve,, 
may possess in struggling against a danger, whom they consilered as a victim to his) 
we have ascertained, it degenerates into noble but imprudent daring. But Pedro,), 
weakness, when employed in regard to that who had now obtained the object of his 
which is uncertain. wishes, and enclosed himself within the! 
It was in this crisis of affairs, that Al-| ramparts that confined Almanza, yiclded 
menza again addressed her lover, designing up his sabre to the first officer he met, and, 
to obtain, if possible, the secret he had men- tranquilly submitted to the fetters of his) 
tioned, and to lead him to relinquish those enemies. The Moors conducted him to}! 
attempts, which, she knew, must be disas-, prison in silence, mingled with respect, as- || 
trous. But alas, the slave who bore her tonishment, and admiration, The rumor, 
answer, was observed and mussacred— of the skirmish was dispersed throughout) 
though, as a faithful messenger to his trust, the city, and each one was desirous to gaze), 
at the first approach of danger, he commit- ‘upon the youthful prisoner, who had exhib.) 
ted her letter to the stream. The waves ited so much of intrepidity and courage.—), 
swept away the tend:r mystery, and the By chance, Pedro passed before the resi-|| 
slave perished, faithful to his mistress. \\dence of Almanza; and how shall we de.|! 
The siege, in the mean time, was rapidly|'scribe her feelings, when, attracted to her 
-advancing, and Pedro almost indignant at|| window by the noise without, she beheld 
‘receiving no answer from Almanza, had de-||ber lover in chains and on his way to pris- 
termined to prosecute at once, the designs'on. Unable to restrain the first emotions 








which he had formed. His wanderings|of her sorrow and surprise, she uttered eall 


daral had never seen him, but commanding, 
as he did, that portion of the castle where 
her lover was confined, it became a source 
of the greatest apprehension to Almanza, 
lest the slightest circumstance should lead 
to his discovery. Hers, however, was 
not a soul whose energies are paralized by 
sorrow ; and, reflecting upon the horrors 
of his situation, she determined to invent 
the means of his escape. Nothing could 
divert her from the execution of her pur- 
pose, and having shielded herself from ob- 
servation by disguise, she departed for the 
dungeon. The sentinel she had already 
passed, and was about to enjoy the misera- 


| ble satisfuction of intercourse with her lov- 


ery when a sudden noise arrested every mo- 
tion. Alas, it was Abdaral, her father, ad- 
vancing with rapidity. What course re- 
mained? Flight she was unable to attempt 
with safety ; and covering herself with her 
veil, and resting against the wall in the at- 
titude ofsome ¥ was weeping for some 
imprisoned relativegshe determined to await 
the issue. The dark and narrow passage 
to the dungeon was fortunately enlightened 
only by a.gingle lamp, and Abdaral, enga- 
ged alonegWith the idea which brought him 
thither, passed forward to the door, which 
opened at hisorders. Interested more than 
ever in the danger of her lover, Almanza 
hurried forward to gain, if possible, the 
words and orders of her father, and thus 
discover the object of his visit. She had 
now reached the door through which he 
entered, 4nd bending forward, heard, with 
trembling, the following dialogue. 

** Who are you, miserable Spaniard ?” 

“Of what importance is the answer to 
you ’—TI return the question.” 

“IT am the commander of this fortress, 
the arbiter of your fate, about to deliver 
you to the executioner, if my suspicions 
are confirmed.” 

“] fear you not—a soldier welcomes 
death.” 

“If you was the infamous Pedro—” 

‘‘] should deserve pity for my sufferings 


—I should seek for death.” 


** Do you know him then ?” 
“Jt may be.” 
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*¢ Again I command you to disclose your self in the engagement, and made noattack, ed Italy, obscured at once the universe. 


name.” 


‘evincing, evidently, his design of following But Italy again appeared, bewutiful with 


‘‘ Even in chains I receive no order from your troops within the wills; actions which the unfading treasures which the exiled 


you.” é 
“ Tremble.” jects. 
“T have never trembled.” believe that she approves: his conduct, but 
“Unhappy wretch! have you then re. our sex is erring, and if the sutlerings of 

solved to perish ?” Pedro should excite compassion in her bo.| 
“ My life isin your power, my secret in som—if— i aa 

my own, my soul belongs alone to God, “1 understand you,” Abdaral replied, 
and my heart to her whom I adore.” |“¢and the service you have rendered me, is 
“I can doubt no longer your identity, you one of great lnportance, and your liberty 
will soon learn the folly of the one who shall be your reward. But I have still far- 
braves Abdaral.” ‘ther need of your assistance, L must rid 
Hardly had he pronounced these words, myself of Pedro, of this enemy of our race! 
when his daughter retreated, fearful of dis- who has audaciously aspired to an alliance: 
covery. How shall we attempt to judge of with my daughter, and who, perhaps, was'| 
the impressions left upon the mind of Pe- about to force her from me and dishonor my 
dro. It was then Abdaral—it was the fa- distinguishedname. Scek, therefore, among 
ther of Almanza. He had announced him. the slaves sgme faithful person who will 
self—but alas, too late to allow his victim end the life of this misesable Spaniard, and 
to demand the death which he awaited. He whatever recompense he may demand, it 
hurried towards the door—he would again shall be granted.” . | 
recall him, but his voice dies upon his lips;|  “ My Lord,” responded Mirza, “this 
the recollection of another is present to his would be to award the execution of kins 
mind; he ought, even while expiring, to vengeance to unworthy hands, for servi-| 
respect her name. Perhaps she too would tude extinguishes the courage of a slave,| 
meet with suffering and reproach, should and removes from him every quality which 
her implacable father know that he was jis needed for this enterprise. Foreseeing 

Pedro. This reflection soothed his anguish ; What would be your resolution, [ have al. 

he became composed and resigned himself ready secured the assistance of one, a brave’ 

to death. sand ambitious deserter from the Spanish) 

What now was the resolution of Alman.'c2mp, wio will gladly execute your orders, 
za? Her father, almost certain that Pedro He demands of you advancement, and no 
was within his power, was yet not fully sat- other recompense, and the hat red ; which! 
isfied, and whatever might be the sternness |e bears to Pedro is a pledge for his fidel- 
of his character, he would shrink from the |ty.” | 
commission of a useless act of cruelty. Or) ‘And how shall I,” inquired Abdaral, 
even allowing his suspicions to be just, by “ evince my gratitude to you for these ef-| 
whose hand could he ensure the removal forts and attachment ?” 

of his victim? As the commander of the) ‘‘My Lord, 1 have my reward in the! 


establish beyond all doubt, his guilty pro. Greeks had borne into her bosom. 


sceptre of her thought. 


Heav. 


I respect my mistress and do not,en, for the second time revealed her laws, 


her children discovered another hemis- 
phere, she became again a queen by the 
Her imagination 
restored her the universe which she had 
lost,—her poets and her painters fashion- 
ed for her another earth, a new Olympus, 
a Hell with its attendant Deities, and the 
guardian flame of her existence cherished 
better by her genius than the fabled god 


of the heathens, fof§d in Europe no Proie- 


theus to steal itfrom her treasuries. 

Why amT now before you at the Capi- 
tol? Why is my humble front about to be 
encircled with the-crown whieh Petrach 
has received before me, and which rests 
suspended on the tomb of Tasso? Is it not 
because you my fellow citizens, are ena- 


imoured with the height of glory, and would 


recompense its cultivation or acquirement ? 
If then you admire that glory, which se- 
lects, alas, too often, her victims from those 
whom she has honored, dwell with pride 
upon the recollection of those ages which 
witnessed the revival of the Arts, when 
Dante the Homer of more modern time,— 
the poet of our mysterious religion, the 
Hero of all thought, crossed even the wa- 
ters of the Styx that he might roam upon 
the shores of Hades, as profound in en- 
ergy of mind as the depths he has deseri- 
bed. 

| Italy, even at the moment of her glory, 
was resuscitated under Dante. Animated by 
the spirit of republics—a warrior no lese 
than poet, he introduced a love of action 
even to the dead, and his shades have more 








, . : ° . ° ce ow « a PS r i seimne l ife the » ”" . > “Pep oa > 
fortress, he could not imbue his own in the happiness | have afforded you. This eve-| of life than the beings of the present age. 
blood of Pedro, whose noble resignation ning I will conduct the one I have war he recollection of the world pursues them 
had cbtained the esteem of all the Moors, hither, to receive instructions, and your or-/ still, and their passions influence their ac- 





and the interest even of his guards. In ad- ‘er for his entrance tothe prison. He will 
dition to this, the character of those in his appear before you in his armor, and the} 
employ was marked rather with the gener. ‘sole request that I would make, is, that you 
ous bearing of gallant chivalry, than the, Will sufier his vizier to be closed through. 
fierceness of a savage state, and an assas. Out the meeting. — I will be present with 
sin was an object of abhorrence. ‘These him at the execution of his victim, and when} 
circumstances Almanza had foreseen, and \your orders are acomplished, he will then 
determined, for the purpose of his safety, readily announce his name.” 
todenounce her lover. ‘To effect this ob-| 
ject, she confided to her faithful attendant,! 
Mirza, the intentions she had formed, and, 
requested her aid in managing her fatlier.| 
As soon, therefore, as Mirza reached the 
presence of Abdaral, she unhesitatingly ac-| THE EXTEMPORANEOUS POEM OF CORRINNA. 
cused the imprisoned Pedro, From the French of Mad. de Stael. 
“Yes, my Lord,” she exclaimed, contin.|| Bright and beautiful Italy,—empire of: 
uing a conversation the commencement of the sun, cradle of the letters, mistress of 
which would afford but little interest, * al. the world,—I° offer you my salutation.— 
though appearing asa traitor to my mis-| How often has the human race become 
tress, still a care for your honor and your) your subject, conquered by your prowess, or 
glory has induced me to come forward.—jallured by the splendor of your arts and 
Pedro is undoubtedly within your power—| the mildness of your climate. 
of this my proofs are certain. Without the} Rome, conquered the world by her gen- 
knowledge of my mistress he has introdu-| jus, and stood forth its queen in the exercise 
ced himself within the city, and, as I havellof freedom. ‘The Roman character en- 


(To be continued.) 
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Ttaly: 


OR 





tions. It saidthat Dante when banished from 
his country, transported even into his ima. 
ginary regions, the pangs whieh gnawed 
upon his heart. His shades sighedfor re-ex. 
istence, as the poet did for information 
from ‘is country, and his very hell seemed 
shadowed forth in the colors of his exile. 
Every thing in his perception came forth 
invested with the costume of his country, 
and the spirits of the dead which he exci. 
ted, were Tuscan like himself. His genius 
was unbounded,—its power encompassed 
the universe within its grasp. A mystic 
\bond of spheres and circles conducted him 
‘from hell to pugatory, and from thence 
jagain to paradise. A faithful historian «° 
his vision, he has poured a flood of light up- 
lon the darkest regions and the world crea. 
ted in his triple poem is complete and ani- 
mated, brilliant as a new discovered planet 
sparkling in the firmament. At his voice 
‘earth arrayed herselfin all the charms of Poe- 
isy. Her objects and ideas, her laws and her 
phenomenons seemed those of a new Olym- 
pus and of new divinities, and yet this fabric 
of imagination disappeared before his para. 





learnt from one of your soldiers who was)stamped itself upon surrounding nations, 
in the combat, did nothing but defend him- land the barbarous invasion which destroy- 








dise—that ocean of all light glittering, with 
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innumerable stars—the stars of virtue and animates thought and inspires with cour- From the N. E. Monthly Magazine. 
of Love. age. Know ye too, inhabitants of oth. || Death of Wilberforce. 

The words of the greatest poet of our other regions that| and where the orange- | heard loud praise of heroes. But I saw 
nation, were the magic prism of the uni-' tree blooms on in beauty, and the beams of ‘The blood-stain on their tablet. Then I marked 
verse by which its wonders were reflected, heaven play in the embrace of love? Have) A torrent rushing from its mountain height, 
decomposed, united. His sounds represent- ye heard the melody of sounds, which cele-| Bearing the up torn laurel, while its strength 

. baie ‘ . ; : eae al ‘chts? Have Amid the arid sands of Vanity 
ed colors,—his colors mingled in harmony, brates the mildness of our nights! Have Did spend iteelf,—and lo! a warning voice 
his rhyme, whether sonorous or gay, rapid ye inhalec our air loaded with perfumes and Sighed o’er the Occan of Eternity, 
or prolonged, was inspired by that poetic sweetness ? Answer me ye strangers, 18 “ Behold the Warrior's glory.” 
power,—the supreme beauty of art and the nature with you as beautiful and pen fRlehiey esti 

. . . zrhie H TQ } + Pleawhar.a , » "ais itaes¢ i ac - . : ° : 
triumph of genius,—which discovers in the} Elsew bere, when calamities acts acoun Sublimely soaring on her wing of light, 
charms of nature, every secret which can try, Its inhabitants believe themselves a- Ang many a name of palatine and peer, 
operate on man. bandoned of their God; but here we feel Monarch and prince, on her proud scroll she bore, 

Dante, hoped that his poem would obtain without cessation the protection of the dei- oo by. Fame. : oe sea of Time 

: ; aw *its.tv. We know the » will interest him. “¢/met, and coronet, and diadem, 
a recall from his exile, . he thought of its:ity ps Ve know that he lint . Rose boastfulup and shone and disappeared, 
renown as a mediator in his behalf, but self in man and condescend to treat him as 


Like the white foam crest on the tossing wave, 
alas, he expired too soon to reap the hon. an elevated being. ‘Forgotten, while beheld. 


ors of his country. It is often that the, The most delicate of pleasures, sclected | I heard a knell 
fleeting life of man is exhausted by its sor-, by the mene of Nature, are enjoyed by a Nett nee stellt pean didi 
rows, and though fame may at last become nation worthy of her gilts. We love our Where slumber England’s dead,—a solemn dirge 
his portion, and the plains of happiness ap. gentle climate, our monuments of art, our Break forth amid the tomb of kings, and say 
pear before him, yet the tomb unbosoms country ancient inits origin and lasting in ap pene — dust. Preacr eects rtp nuk tears 
Jae : . : : # r : “pe.||£e fl > rain; for it was meet to mourn 
self ery entrance stiny inajits glory. We covet not the boasted re.) 5°" Gown like 3 . 
itself at every entrance, and destiny ina its glory P soll he orosser But from the land of palm trees where doth flow 
thousand different forms announces the finements of the world or the grosser ‘Sweet incense forth, from grove, and gum, and 
close of his existence while returning his pleasures of an avaricious people. Here flower, 
enjoyment. It was thus with the unfortu- our sensations intermingle with ideas, and Came richer tribute, breathing o’er the tomb 

Je " ° ° : <-rate nation’ 
nate Tasso, whom your praises should con- our souls, as the air which we inhale, tra- A prow.rate nation’s thanks. 
sole for all his sufferings. Noble and vels the confines both of Karth and Heav. | Yes—Afric knelt— 
chivalric in his nature, exulting in hisewn en. Here, too, genius scems at ease and if That mourning mother, and, throughout the 
exploits, and experiencing himself the love man oppress it efforts, nature is present to le Rpm Poa rn : 

: Bist: ae : wes aed” : n to repea 

‘hic as celebrate » approached ‘restore its vigor. Here too, can we find a) 2, 2ugnt her unietlered childre 
which he has cel brated, he he roached ean me ¥ig : iat Be” 1 ind and Lhe name of Winnerrorce, and bless the spot 
your walls, like the Hero’s of his own Je- consolation, for the sorrows of the mind and! \jage sacred bry hisashes. Yea. the world 
rusalem, with respect and gratitude. But while admiring the benevolence of God, Arose upon her crumbling throne to praise 
even at the time appointed for his corona- the day-dream of our fleeting life seems lost ~ lofty amine Sons never knew to swerve, 

. aig a ii gn ae 3 rt} avi hough holy Truth should beckon it to meet 

rath reclaimed him for her banquet, in the majestic bosom of the undecaying | 

tion, death reclaimed hin Ligne prs | onal ay YIM5 "The frown of the embattled universe. 
—heaven became the jealous rival of the universe. | 


earth, and recalled her favorite from its | * * * * * * {| 
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And so I bowed me down on this far nook 
deceitful praises. | Rome nove is little more than the mighty ~! ade Pacbredyeeh gin Sse” gg 
g -e 1eVE > a » arke Tal > _P F ats . ho ( ies » legs a . * ° Ben Ss ’ 
dn age more elevated and aie marked sepulcher of nations. ‘The Colisa um, the ip, be her guide as she unchained the slave, 
with freedom, than that of Tasso, Petrach Obelisks and many a magnificent produc- And the bright model of her sons, who seek 
as well as Dante was the champion of Ital- tion gathered from an eastern land,—re- True glory. And from every village haunt 
ian independence. Elsewhere, he is membrances of periods that have passed: aye grir — rustic Nee qevaes reigns. 
kuown alone, as the poet of his love but, zway from Romulus to Leo X., Renee sty mit tor ee tecosiingte: ose Neg g 


, ey sie ise 2: - Seine oe To hear of Afric’s champion, and to bless 
here a nobler recollection is his due,—for 'ted here as if our grandeur had attracted [The firm in purpose, and the full of days. 


his country has inspired his muse, even bet- that of other nations. When compared | ae 
ter the beauties of his Laura. He revived with theirs, our indolent life flows onward | re 
antiquity by all his efforts, and far from 'yyperceived and the silence of the living is | 
finding in his imagination an obstacle tog homage of the dead—they alone are 
ven the profoundest research, this creative | ee ig Se eS, RE . ‘ x : 2 boos 

even the protoun lest research, . a honored, and their names remain immortal, standing frequent hints from the minister to 
power, embraced alike the future and ‘Phe master-piéces of our art are the pro- sit down. A reverend old gentleman, no- 
revealed alike the past. > knew that ‘dyer F 2 Ww . ‘ . ° oe 
revi et : alike tie ~~ He r aah ny ductions of those who are no more, and our ted for his dry good humor, arose and said : 
‘ e > alas re ) ant MS cn. EUS SeEMs ;: ste » > TES |,- ° ° i ° . 

knowledge aids invention, at 5 genius seems almost entombed in the grav €S «I think if the ladies stan ling on the ben- 


° 2. rie 
Swi , » origin cause like the of the departe le : 
ius was y more — a me en . of the departed. ‘ches, knew that they have holes in their 
rapes Wale? ¢ > re « Tavs a aphe > ’ > S s 7 M 
aniversal force of nature i ay itis perhaps one of the seeret charms of stockings, they would sit down.” The ad. 


present. : a | Rome that it re conciles our imagination tO dress had the desired effect; there was an so 
_ Our re and delightful meee have the sleep of death. The nations of the immediate sinking into seats. A young 
inspired the muse of Ariosto. He is the south represent the end of life in colors far ‘minister, standing by him, and blushing to 
beautiful rainbow of the heavens, appear-| jess gloomy than those of the north, and the temples, said. “O, brother, how could 
ny aiter our protracted contests. Bril- the sun no less than glory illuminates the vou say that?” ‘Say that,” replied the 
iant and varied as that messenger of peace, tomb. It is thus that the bitterness of grief old gentleman, “It isa fact ; ifthey hadn’t 
he sports familiarly with life, and his gaiety js done away. pte 


tae The heart may have been|\holes in their stockings, I’d like to know 
is the gentle smileof nature and not the wounded and the soul oppressed with an-||jow they would get them on?” 


irony of man. 'guish, but our land restores us happiness 


. Michael Angelo, Raphacl, Pergolese, and interweaves its pleasures with the sor-|| 4 lady having the misfortune to have 
yas and zener voyneees: desirous|irows of existence. lher husband hang himeelfon an apple tree, 
of discovering other countries though na.-! aie . ‘ . 
ture can afford you none so beautiful as , ; s = rd: spe st: Brace 4 
this, join also your glories to these distin-|| One boasting to Aristotle of the greatness) °g @ branch of that tree, to yg a peone 
guished poets. Artists, Savants and Phi-||of his country— That,’ saith Aristotle, ‘is into one in her own orchard, “for, who 


Josopbers, you like them are the offspring) ot to be considered, but whether you de-| knows,” says she, “but it may bear the 


Se . 
At a camp meeting, anumber of females f 
continued standing on the benches notwith- 


pprenerenvo tts re 











| 
| ° 4. 99 
of aclime which gives birth to imagination, |serve to be of that great country.’ =| Same kind of fruit. 
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The Soldier’s Return, 
BY J. M. WILSON, ESQ. 


Seven or eight years ago, 1 was travel- 
ing between Berwick and Selkirk, and, 
having started at the crowing of the cock, I 
had left Melrose betore four in the after.) 
noon. On arriving at Abbottsford, I per-' 
ceived a Highland soldier, apparently | 
fatigued as myself, leaning upon a walking. 
stick, and gazing intensely on the fairy 
palace of the magician whose wand is since | 
broken, but whose magic still remains. 1 
am no particular disciple of Lavater’s, yet 
the man carried his soul upon his face, and 
we were friends at the first glance. He 
wore a plain Highland bonnet, and a coarse 
grey great coat, buttoned to the throat.— 
His dress bespoke him to belong only to the| 
ranks; but there was a cignity in his man- 
ner, and a fire, a glowing language, in his 
eyes, worthy ofa chieitain, [iis height 
might exceed five feet nine, and his age be 
about thirty. ‘The traces of manly beauty 
were still upon his cheeks; but the sun of 
a western hemisphere had tinged them 
a sallow hue and imprinted untimely fur- 
rows. 

Our conversation related chiefly to the 
classic scenery around us; and we had 
pleasantly journeyed together for two or! 
three miles, when we arrived ata little 
sequestered burial-ground by the way-side, 
near which there was neither church nor 
dwelling. Its low wall was thinly cover- 
ed with turf, and we sat down upon it to rest. 
My companion became silent and mel- 
ancholy, and his eyes wandered anxiously) 
among the graves. 

“Here,” said he, sleep some of my 


j 
| 
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regiment of proud hearts. I was at Brus.|| 


raven rang at midnight through the streets. || 
It was the herald of a day of glory and of 
death. There were three Highland regi-| 
ments of uu—three joined in one—joined in 
rivalry, in love, and in purpose; and,)' 
thank Fate! Iwas present when the till 
then invincible legions of the cuirassed 
Gauls rushed, with their war-horses neigh- || 
ing destruction, upon a kneeling phalanx of 
Scottish hearts, shielded only by the plaid. 
and the bare bayonet from the unsheathed 


‘not detain you with my history. In my)|quivered—his breathing became short and 
utmost need I met a sergeant of the forty-) loud—the cold sweat trickled from his tem. 
‘second, who was then upon the recruiting ples. He sprang over the wall—he rush. 
service, and in a few weeks I joined that \ed towards the spot. 


** Man !” he exclaimed in agony, “whose 


‘sels when the invitation tothe wolf and the grave is that !” 


* Hoot! awa’ wi’ ye,” said the grave- 


digger, starting back at his manner ; “‘what- 
na a way is that to gliffa body!—are ye 
daft?” 

‘*.Answer me,” cried the soldier, seizing 
his hand ;——** whose grave—whose grave 
is that ?” 

“Mercy on me!” replied the man o 
death, “‘ye are surely out o’ your head— 
it’s an auld body they ca’d Adam Camp. 
bell’s grave-—-now are ye ony thing the 


? 


sabres of the united glory of France, as|'wiser for spierin ?” 


they poured like torrents of death on the | 


waving plumes of our devoted band, to ex.’ 


“My father!” cried my comrade as I 
approached him; and, clasping his hands 


tirpate our name from the annals of Scot-| together, he bent his head upon my shoul. 


tish heroism. ‘Then, then, in the hour of) 
peril andof death, the genius of country | 
burst forth through the darkness of despair, | 
like the first flash of the young sun upon 


light !—as the Scots Greys flying toour, 


laid raised the electric shout, ‘Scotland for 


ever!’ ‘Scotland for ever!’ returned our’! 
tartaned clansmen; ‘Scotland for ever! 
reverberated as from the hearts we had left | 
behind us; and ‘Scotland for ever! re- 
echoed ‘ Victory!’ It was a moment of) 


fathers, resistless as our mountain cataracts"! 
The proud steed and its mailed rider quail-|| 
ed at the shout. Home and its world of | 


der, and wept aloud. 

I will not dwell upon the painful scene, 
During his absence, adversity had given 
the fortunes of his father to the wind ; and 


With the earth when God said ‘Let there be |he had died in an humble cottage, unla. 


mented and unnoticed by the friends of his 
posterity. 

At the requestof my fellow-traveler, I 
accompanied him to the house of mourning. 
Two or three ; oor cottagers sat round the 
fire. ‘The coffin, with the lid open, lay 
across a table near the window. A few 


inspiration and of triumph. Forward dash-'|white hairs fell over the whiter face of the 
ved our Highland heroes, fearless as their deceased, which seemed to indicate that he 


died from sorrow rather than from age. 
The son pressed his lips to his father’s 
cheek. He groaned in spirit, and was 


‘unutterable joys—yes, home and the fair troubled. He raised his head in agony, 


| the fair bosom that would welcome its hero and, with a voice almost inarticulate with 


father’s children, who died in infancy,” || 

He picked upa small stone from the 
ground, aad, throwing it gently abont ten 
yards, “ That, added he, ‘is the very spot. || 
But, thank God! no grave-stone has been 
raised during my absence! It is a token I), 
shall find my parents living—and,” con.|| 
tinued he, with asigh, “may I also find) 
their love! -It is hard, sir, when the heart 
of a parent is turned against his own child.” 

He dropped his head upon his breast for 
a few moments and was silent, and, hastily 
raising his forefinger to his eyes, seemed to, 
dash away a solitary tear. Then, turning’ 
to me, he cont.nued: “ You may think,| 
sir, this is weakness in asoldier; but hu-|! 


| 


man hearts beat beneath a red coat. My| 


father, whose name is Campbell, and who! 
was brought from Argyleshire while young,| 
is a wealthy farmer im this neighborhood.|| 
Twelve years ago, I loved a being gentle 
as the light of a summer moon. We were 
children together, and she grew in beauty 
on my sight, as the star of evening steals 
into glory through the twilight. But she 
was poor and portionless, the daughter of a 
mean shepherd. Our attachment offended 
my father. He commanded me to leave 
her forever. I could not, and he turned 
me from his house. I wandered,I knew 
not, and I cared not, whither. ButI will 








‘heard nothing of my father—nothing of my 


—glory andthe spirit of our fathers—all | 
rushed upon our imagination at the sound. | 
It was a moment of poetry, of patriotism, | 
and of inspiration—of poetry felt by all, ex-' 
cept the wretch, | 

Who never to himself hath said, \} 

This is my own, my native, land! \| 
Heavens!” added he, starting to his feet, 
and grasping his staff, as the enthusiasm of | 


eternity in the vibration of a pendulum !”’)) 
In a few moments the animated soul that’! 
gave eloquence to his tongue drew itself’ 


resuming his seat upon the low wall, he | 


‘icontinued: ‘I left my old regiment with | 


the prospect of promotion, and have since. 
served. in the West Indies; but I have) 


mother—nothing of her I love !” 

While he was yet speaking, the grave 
digger, with a pick-axe and spade over his, 
shoulder, entered the ground. He ap. 
proached within a few yards of where we} 
sat. He measured off a narrow piece of; 
earth—it encircled the little stone which) 
the soldier had thrown to mark out the 








he shivered—he grasped my arm—his lips; 





grief, exclaimed inquiringly, “* My mother?” 

The wondering peasants started to their 
feet, and in silence pointed to a lowly bed. 
He hastened forward—he fell upon his 
knees by the bed-side. 

“My mother !—O my mother!” he ex. 
claimed, ‘do not you, too, leave me!— 
Look at me—-speak to me—I am your 
own son—your own Willie—have you too 


‘the past gushed back upon his soul, “to forgot me, mother ?” 
ihave joined in that shout was to live an) She, too, lay upon her death-bed, and 


the tide of life was fast ebbing ; but the re. 
mernbered voice of her beloved son drove 
it back for a moment. She opened her 


’/ back into the chambers of humanity, and, |eyes—she attempted to raise her feeble 


hand, and it fell upon hishead, She spoke, 
but he alone knew the words that she ut. 
tered ; they seemed accents of mingled an- 
guish, of joy, and of blessing. For several 


minutes he bent over the bed, and wept 
bitterly. He held her withered hand in 


his; he started; and, as we approached 
him, the hand he held was stiff and lifeless, 
He wept no longer—he gazed from the 
dead body of his father to that of his moth. 
er—his eyes wandered wildly from the one 
to the other—he smote his hand upon his 
brow, and threw himself upon a chair, while 


burial-place of his family. Convulsion||misery transfixed him, as if a thunderbolt 
rushed over the features of my companion ;||had entered his soul. | 


I will not give a description of the melan- 
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hoping to find my father’s forgiveness, I), 
found them digging his grave; or, when], 
reached my mother’s bedside, and found)! 
her only able to stretch out her hand and), 
gained information respecting the sequel of say—‘It’s my ain bairn !—it’s my ain) 
my little story. After his parents were)bairn! But | maun bid ye eel, OP 
laid in the dust, William Campbell, with a|jlie—farewee| already lit is sair—sair !— | 
sad and anxious heart, made inquiries after [But oh, may the blessing 0° the God 0’) 
Jeanie Leslie, the object of his early af- Abraham—.’ As she said this the death. | 
fections, to whom we have already alluded. |rattle grew louder and louder in her throat 
For several weeks his search was fruitless ; |}—for a moment her eyes became as bright 
but at length-he learned that considerable jas diamonds—I thought it was the unmor- 
property had been left to her father by a tal spark leaving the body > and before I 
distant relative, and that he now resided I could speak, the cold filin of death passed | 
somewhere in Dumfrieshire. lover them, and the tears I saw gathering || 

In the same garb which I have already in them While she was speaking rolled down | 
described, the soldier set out upon his jour-’|the cheeks ofa corpse | But oh, Jeanie, wo- 
ney. With little difficulty he discovered man!—it wasna a trial like this—this Is 
the house. | } 
cupied by the higher class of farmers, jand burning the marrow '—But ye maun | 
The front door stood open. He knocked, ibe antther’s now—fareweel !—fareweel eat 
but no one answered. He proceeded along} —“ r 
the passage—he heard voices in an apart. claimed, recovering from the agony of 
ment on his right—again he knocked, but stupefaction : “any hand is still free, and: 
he was unheeded. He entered uninvited. my heart has aye been yours—save me,| 
A group were standing in the midd| 


choly funerals and solitary mourner. The! 
father’s obsequies were delayed, and the! 
son laid both his parents in the same grave. 

Several months passed away before I) 








lc of the \Willic! save me!” and she threw herself: 
floor, and among them a minister, commen- into his arms, ‘The bridegroom looked | 
cing the marriage-service of the church of from one to another, imploring them to) 
Scotland. The bride hung her head sor-|\commence an attack upon the intruder, but | 
rowlully, and tears were stealing down her he looked in vain. The father again seiz- 
cheeks—-she was bis own Jeanie Leslie.|/ed the old great coat of the soldier, and, al-! 
The clergyman paused. The bride’s fa. most rending it in twain, discovered under. | 
ther stepped forward angrily, and inquired, neath to the astonished company the richly | 
“What do ye want, sir?” but, instantly laced uniform of a British officer. He 

recognizing his fuatures, he seized him by dropped the fragment of the outer garment 


blige . ’ . ? 
It resembled such g3 are oc./|like separating the flesh from the bones, | 


minister of Pittsfield. 


’Tis Home—Home there her lot hath cast 
Of man, of beast, or bira. 


Within the forest’s deepest shade, 
Ten thousand depths around— 
Home for each living thing is made 
That creepeth on the ground. 


Where life hath neither bed-nor lair, 
In silence, and in gloom 

Home finds the lonely floweret there, 
The worm within the tomb. 


Tome, Home—it is eternal love— 
His presence and His praise— 

O’er all, around, below, above, 
Creation’s boundless ways— 


E’en in the poor defiled heart, 
The present Home of sin, 

God said, Let wickedness depart, 
And We will dwell therein. 


Blest Spirit, thou that [ome prepare, 
Do thou make clean, secure, 

Lest Love should scek his dwelling there, 
His Home, nor tind it pure. 

Thou, when this earthly Home shall fall, 

As built on erring sands— 

Me to that heavenly mausion call, 
Prepared, not made with hands. 


That Home of love, and joy, and peace, 
No sorrow in the breast— 

From troubling, where the wicked cease, 
And where the weary vest. E. 


The Rev. Thomas Allen was the first 
When the -Ameri- 


ean Revolution commenced, he ardently 


the breast, and, in a voice half-choked with in wonder, and, at the same time dropping espoused the cause of the oppressed colonies, 


° . - 4 > ae — series . ‘ " ~~) a “ 
passion, coutinued——“ Sorrow tak?’ ye tor ‘his W rath, exclaimed, ‘Mr. Campbe An's O1 


a scoundrel! what’s brought ve here—an’ 
. . . “1 ° 6 ‘ | 

the mair especially at atime like this? Get 

out o’ my house, sir! T say, Willie Camp. 


. . fous bel . . 
what are ye /—will you explain yourself !”| sion of the mother country. 


A few words explained all. 


and bore his testimony against the oppres- 
When in 


The bride-! anticipation of the conilict which finally 
groom, a wealthy, middle-aged man with- took place at Bennington, the neighboring 


bell, get out o’ my house, an’ never darken Out a heart, lett the house, guashing his country was roused to arms, he used his 


my door again wi’ your ne’er-do-well coun- teeth. 


tenance !”’ 


arms of her bridemaid. 


Jeanie’s 


Ina few cress on the way. 


Badly as our military honors are influence to increase the band of patriots, 
conferred, merit is not always overlooked: by exciting his townsmen to proceed to the 
A sudden shriek followed the mention of even in this country, where money is every 
his name, and Jennie Leslie fell into the thing, and the Scottish soldier had obtained) his parish, and proceeded. 

ithe the promotion. he deserved. 
“ Peace, Mr. Leslie!” said the soldier, Joy was like a dream of heaven. 


battle ground. A company was raised in 
Some causes, 
however, were found to retard their pro- 


Hearing of the delay, 


. . lear ke aha Ava .Y \« VP } Ne ne atal ey } ie bd ini a 
pushing the old man aside; “since mat. Weeks she gave her hand to Captain Camp-) he proceeded immediately to join them, by 


ters are thus, | will only stop to say fare. \bell, of his Majesty’s 
well—tor auld langsyae—you cannot deny !nlantry, to 


me that.” 

He passed] towards the object of | his! 
young love. She spoke not—she moved) 
not—he took her hand, but she seemed) 
unconscious of what he did! And, as he! 
again gazed upon her beautiful countenance, | 
absence became as a dream upon her 
face. The very language he acquired| 
during their separation was laid aside.! 
Nature triumphed over art, and he ad. 
dressed her in the aecents in which he) 
had first breathed love and won her 
heart. 

“Jeanie!” said he, pressing her hand 
between his, ‘it’s a sair thing to say fare. 
weel, but at present, | maun say it. ‘This 
is ascene I never expected to see; for oh, 
Jeanie! I could have trusted to your truth 
and to your love as the tarmer trusts to 
seed-time and harvest, and is not disap- 
pointed. I thought it wasill enough, when, 











From Blackhwood’s Magazine. 
Home. 


O Home! thou art in every place, 
O’er all the boundless earth— 

The centre of eternal space, 
Where’er thou hast the birth. 


They say, ** a thousand miles from home,” 
As from the dearest thing 

That links our souls, the more we roam, 
The more to it we cling. 


What though ten thousand miles we run, 
And add ten thousand more, 

There is a Home—*is like the sun 
Thit travels still before. 


Though not for us—though all be strange ; 
Yet fondest hearts there be, 

In all the world’s unmeasured range, 
No home elsewhere can see. 


O’er peopled realms, or deserts vast, 
There still One Voice is heard— 


regiment Of his influence, quickened their march, and 
wiom long, years before she soon presenied them to General Stark.— 
, had given her young heart. 





Learning from him that he meditated an 
attack on the enemy, he said he would fight, 
‘but could not willingly bear arms against 
them until he had invited them to submit. 
‘He was insensible to fear, and accordingly 
‘proceeded so near as to make himself dis- 
tinctly heard in their camp, where, after 
taking a stand on a convenient eminence, 
he commenced his pious exhortations, urg- 
‘ing them to lay down their arms. He was 
answered by a volley of musketry, which 
lodged their contents in the log on which 
ihe stood. Turning calmly to a friend who 
had followed him under cover of the brest- 
work which formed his footstool, he said— 
“‘ Now give me a gun;” and this is said to 
be the first American gun that spoke on that 
memorable occasion. He continued to 





bear his part till the battle was decided in 
favor of the American arms, and con- 
tributed honorably to that result. 
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All that’s bright must Fade. | 


All that’s bright must fade | 
The brightest still the fleetest 5 
All that’s sweet was made 
But to be lost when sweetest. 
Stars that shine and fall ;— 
‘The flower that drops in springing;— 
These, alas! are types of all 
To which our hearts are clinging. 
All that’s bright must fade,— 
The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that’s sweet was made 
But to be lost when sweetest ! 


Who would seek or prize 
Delights that end in aching ? 
Who would trust to ties 
That every hour are breaking ? 
Better far to be 
In utter darkness lying, 
Than be blest with light, and see 
That light for ever flying. 
All that’s bright must fade,— 
‘The brightest still the flectest ; 
All that’s sweet was made 
But to be lost when sweetest ! 








From the Cincinnati Mirror. 


Say and Do. | 

A MODERN ALLEGORY. | 

Say and Do are two very important per-' 
sonages in the business transactions of life. 
‘T'o the uninitiated in the mysteries of the’ 
science of ‘ getiing through the world,’ they 
would seem to be inseparable companions, 
of very similar characters ; yet quite the 
reverse of this is the fact. It is true they 
are frequently found together, but two be- 
ings more unlike in all respects, it would be 
impossible to find in an inland journey from 
Portland to Pensacola. | 
Say is the politest fellow in the world, 
and is apparently a personof great kind- 
ness of heart. He is rather anxious than 
otherwise for new acquaintances; is not’ 
particular whether high or low, merchant 
or mechanic, builder or artisan ; but has a 
slight preference for the ‘ higher cirles,’ by, 
whom such services as he is ever willing 
and ready to render are more frequently 
called for, though less often needed, than 
by the more humble. He always ap- 
proaches one smiling most benevolently,, 
and rubbing his hands a /a Napoleon, ; and 
accompanies almost every syllabe he utters 
by @ graceful inclination of the head and 
body. He hasa great deal of shrewdness, 
is neverat loss for a reply to any question, | 
and is exceedingly quick of action. A) 





French petit maitre could not glide over a brief illustration. 





ry : , 
jas well try to humanise an ourang-outang! December, or longer. Or we will suppose 


‘48 to make his acquaintance. If you ever|that Dois the debter. The fashions have 
have any business with him, you will find changed, some prints having been received 
him the tardiest fellow you shall have to! in town of nondescript dresses which all the 
deal with ina life-time. Be you in ever so) gentlewomen of Paris have laughed at on 
greata hurry, it makes no difference with account of their ridiculousness, and your 
him: he takes his own time to everything ;| wife or daughter wants fifty or an hundred 
and you may wait and wait till your pa-| dollars, that she may be able to ‘make her 
‘tience is entirely worn out, and have to re-| appearance in the street like other men’s 
sort to coercive measures at last. And ten) wivesor daughters.’ Tokeep your house 
jto one but that at the consummation of from being turned into a bedlam, you pro- 
your business, how tedious soever he may, mise to gratify her: having in view the 
jhave been in acquitting himself of a long-| fact that Mr. Do has promised to call at 
standing obligation, or in rendering you nine o’clock in the morning and liquidate 
Justice ina pecuniary matter, he will think your claims against him; part of which 
‘himself conferring a very great favor upon sum you think you.can spare to support the 
you, and expect from you various manifes- capriciousness of Dame Fashion. The 
{tations of gratitude. || hour comes, but Mr. Do comes not with it. 
| Such are the characters of Say and Do [t pasavs; and another arrives, but still 
—individuals with whom all business men) Mr. Do does not make his appearance.— 
have more or less intercourse, Is it not Well, in something of a rage, you go in 
‘strange, that two beings of so very differ- search of him, determined that he shall 
ent dispositions and manners, should take now ‘ toe the mark,’ or fare worse. And 
it into their heads to be friends? Such, what next? Why, an hundred to one, but 
‘however, is the case; and there is no ac- the first person you meet is Mr. Say, with 
‘counting for it except by the doctrine of, his brow of benevolence and irritable air of 
opposites. But we do vot intend to be met- politeness. He is just on his way to see 
aphysical. We resign that department of you, at the request of Mr. Do: and apolo- 
our paper to our talented correspondent gises for the failure of his friend so earnest- 
*X.,’ and proceed with all despatch to look ly and so eloquently, and with’so much of 
a little further into the character of the in- the suaviter in modo, that you are in a good 
dividuals whose names we are holding up to humor with the delinquent almost before 
the present age and handing down to pos-, you know it, and are nearly as well pleased 
terity. | to pocket another promise, as you would be 
Let Say get intoa difficulty.—which he, to pocket something of more value, 
‘sometimes does notwithstanding his many), N. B. While with Mr. Say you have en- 
remarkable qualities.—and be pushed to tirely forgotten the change in the fashions. 
‘the uttermost, and Po is sure to fly tohis, P.S. Your wife or daughter has your 
relief. He never shows himself, however, promise, however, for the wherewith to 
till the last moment. Whereas, let Do be procure the Parisian nondescripts, and she 
overtaken by adversities ever so slight, or, cannot be put off. 
‘encompassed with troubles the most de-|) ‘Thus wags the world !’ 
pressing, Say is at his side in a moment.) 

And though not always so sttecessful as Do —_——-— 
‘in his offices of kindness, yet he exerts him-|, Horrors or Desrotism.—I remember 
‘self manfully—sometimes even to the inju- once conversing with a Russian gentleman 
ry of his lungs. of liberal and enlightened views, who rela- 
| Now this friendship,—praiseworthy as it ted tome the history of bis arrest at St. 
‘must be acknowledged to be, and important Petersburgh, by the Emperor Alexander, 
as it undoubtedly is tothe two individuals on suspicion—and his subsequent years of 
‘concerned,—is a source of very considera.' captivity, and exile in a military province, 
‘ble annoyance to the world in general.) where snows, labor, hard lying, and every 
‘To make what | mean by ‘ annoyance’ plain) sort of severity reduced him to a mere shad- 
to the commonest understanding, | will give) ow, when, by accident rather than design, 
|he was set at liberty on the aceession of the 


W. D. G. 


your carpets with such carefulness and | Say owes you a sumof money, which present man, Nicholas. I remember that he 
perfect ease as characterise his move-youstand much in need of. You call and told me that it was ina night in February, 
ments ; nor could a George-the-fourth ex- jcall, time after time, and are as often put) when descending from his carriage at his 


hibit more dignity of manner on any occa- 
sion, then he will in bowing you out of his 
counting room. Notwithstanding all these 
enviable qualities, there are two other re- 
markable traits in Mr. Say’s character, 
which should not be passed over unnoticed ;, 
these are, his enduring and unalterable 
friendship for his occasional companion Do, 
and his entire disregard, further than mere 
acquaintanceship is concerned, and true po- 
liteness, of the whole world beside. 

Dois an entirely different sort of being. 
He is a prodigy of shyness ; and one might! 








off by the fellow’s smoothness of tongue) hotel at St. Petersburgh on his return from 
and perfect gentlemanlyness. If you event-| the theater, that at the moment of entering 
ually hint a fear, he does not fly into a pas. his dwelling two officers of the police pre- 
ision, and give you an excuse for pushing sented themselves—demanded if his name 
‘matters, but offers you his friend Do as se-|| was not ? He replied in the affirmative. 
curity, with all iggaginable good grace.|/‘ You must go with us,’ ‘Where?’ he de- 
You are fascinated for the moment; a manded.’ ‘ Never mind, you must go with 
igreat abatement of the urgency of your)us.’ ‘ Who are you,’ demanded the Rus. 
demands ensues; and as Do is not to be|/sian gentleman. Never mind you must go 
found at all times, and appears voluntarily! with us.’—* Let me first go up stairs andar. 
only in cases of extreme emergency, you|\range my affairs.’ ‘ No, you must go with 
pocket a promise, take your leave, and are|jus.’ ‘But I shall not bean hour.’ ‘No, 
kept out of your just dues from January tollyou have not a minute. * Then let me at 
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least, embrace my wife and children, and'| Matanzas, or “ the place of slaughter,” 
tell them I am arrested.’ ‘No, our orders, derives its name from having been thé scene 
are peremptory, you must go with us.’— of a horrid and fatal massacre of the) 
They placed him instantly on a sledge— peaceable and detenceless aborigines, about 
they sat on each side—in two minutes the the year 1511—and tradition reports that) 
vehicle drove off; and ina few hours after-- when pursued by their blood-thirsty inva.) 
wards his wife and children knew from a ders, thousands of tiese inoffensive crea.|| 
copy of a receipt sent to them, that their tures, with an universal shriek of * Yo. 
father and their husband was hurried away Mori! Yo Mori! | am killed, am kill-)| 
perhaps forever. The mother and wile ed,” in imitation of the Spanish, rushed 
lost their senses, and died in a mad-house. headlong, in amazement, over the immense, 
The children survived, but the daughter fell precipices overhanging the valley :—from, 
a victim to seduction, and the son was made Whence originates its name. 
a soldier. There is no fiction and no! Frequently during the'night, (for there 
exaggeration in this. It is a picture un- are no gates to the city,) the Monteros, or 
varnished, and indeed a mere sketch of countrymen, are heard, returning on horse- 
what we mean when we write against des. back to their homes, singing some ballad 
potic governments—and such facts as these or national song, in a tone peculiar to 
chill our blood, nerve our arms, and make} themselves, generally accompanied by the 
us swear eternal enmity to despotic govern. guitar; and as my window overlooked the 
ments and absolute monarchies. —O. P. Q. ‘bridge of Yumuri, the song and guitar 
have frequently drawn meto watch the rude 
musician as he passed, dressed in his check- 
shirt and pantaloons, the latter drawn tigit 
over the hips, by which alone they are 
supported, his broad brimmed straw hat, 
and his long Machete, or straight sword at 
his side. 
In Cuba, a well regulated Coffee Estate, 
is a perfect garden. One of moderate size, | 
has from cne hundred thousand to one hun- 
dred and fifty thousand trees, producing, 
each, an average of about haifa pound of 
‘cleaned grain, The trees, which are not 
allowed to exceed about five feet in height, 
are planted six feet apart, in rows intersect- 
ing each other transversely and obliquely, 
in squares of ten thousand. The squares 
are separated by broad alleys, lined either 


| with lime-hedges, pine-apples, flowers, or, 
fruit trees. ‘The dwelling-house is general. 


lv placed at the bottom of the center ave- 


Whe Shield. 
Oh! did you not ‘ear a voice of death ? 
And did you not mark the play form 
Which rode on the silver mist of the heath, 
And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm ? 


Was it a wailing bird of the gloom, | 
Which shrieks on the house of woe all night ? 
Or ashivering fiend that flew toa tomb, 
To how] and to feed till the glance of light ? 


°T was not the death-bird’s cry from the wood, 
Nor shivering fiend that hung in the blast ; 

"T was the shade of Helderic—man of blood— 
It screams for the guilt of days that are past! 


See how the red, red lightning strays, 

And scares the gliding ghosts of the heath! 
Now on the leafless yew it plays, 

Where hangs the shield of this son of death! 


That shield is blushing with murderous stains; 
Long has it hung from the cold yew’s spray ; 

It is biown by storms and wash’d by rains, 
But neither can take the blood away! 


dous cotton tree, with its large, smooth, 
silver-colored trunk, bulging out towards 
the center, heaves out, from its very top, 
its gigantic arms, and, towering over all, 
appears the genius of the scene. 
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In Hartford, Mr. H. L. Clark, ofthe firm of D. 
& H. L. Clark, to Miss Juliette Greenleaf. 

In Hartford, Mr. Edwin Hale, to Miss Emeline 
Coles. 

In Stratford, by the Rev. James H. Linsley Mr, 
Charles E. Smith to Miss Laura Rood, both of 
Milford 

At Middletown, Mr. Calvin L. Webb to Miss 
Sarah Shailer, bothof Saybrook. Mr. Chauncey 
Case, of Hartford, to Miss Catharine G. Mildrumn. 

At Chatham, (Midd!e Haddam Society) Mr. 
Alvan Carrier to Miss Maria Jacobs. 

At Cheshire, Mr Sidney Bushnell to Miss 
Wealihy Starkey. 











FINE STATIONARY. 
HE‘subscriber keeps a constant supply of the 
following articles which he offers for sale 
at low prices. 
Fine English Note, Pea and Medallion Wafers 
do. do. Sealing Wax of all colors 
Red and Black Ink of various kinds 
Indelibte Ink 
Inkstands of every description 


| Elegant Portable desks— Motto seals 


Portfolios—Letter folders—Black sane 
Ever-pointed pencils—Metallic Peus 
Visiting Cards—Albums, &c. ‘ 
F. CROWELL, 

123 Chapel-street, opposite Cental Row. 
Feb. 1. 


COUPOUND TOOTH LOTION. 


WOR cleansing the teeth, and mouth, and re. 
moving w disordered state of the gums; al- 
so, giving a peculiar sweetness to the breath, by 
.B. Wuear, Surgeon Dentist, New Haven. 
This wash, when judiciously used, will be 
found exceedingly useful to the Teeth, producing 
a healthy state of the gums, and is almost indis- 
pensable in treating diseases of the soft parts 
about the mouth. It willexert no pefnicious in- 
fluence upen the teeth; but is very beneficial in 


am” 





nue, which is always broader than the rest, removing an irritable state of them.— It stands 
and is sometimes planted with bamboos, or pre-eminently above all other kinds in use—it has 


Y hy th- row acte Ga Ht] 2 ‘ . ° a °° 
Oft by that yew, on the blasted field, young palms, or mangoes, or other fruit) high recommendations from the first physicians 


Demons dance to the red moon’s light; 





While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging eepen an large size ; and sometimes lett to 
shield correspond with the other alleys. ‘The ne- 

Sings to the raving spirit of night! ‘ero houses form two.thirds of a rotunda, or 
three sides of an oblong square, immediate. 
ly behind it; and the other buildings, the 
Matanzas is situated on the North side of pasture grounds, &c. are behind these 
the Island of Cuba, nearly opposite the again. ‘Maus, the house commands the en. 
mouth of the Gulf of Mexico, and twenty tire prospect of the estate; and as the trees 
leagues to the Kastward of Havana; im- are regularly pruned, their round tops,) 
mediately between two rivers, the San (scarcely distinguishing the even rows in| 
Juan and Yumuri, at the bottom of a spa- which they are planted,) present a wide 
cious bay. Its appearance forms a striking, extended field, perfectly level, to the eye, || 
contrast to the noise and bustle, the close|\which, when in bloom, has the appearance | 
built streets, and crowded towers of the of being sprinkled over with snow—forming | 
wall-encircled metropolis; like an Indian ‘an agreeable contrast to the red mahogany 
village on the sloping border of some peace. color of the soil, which is always kept quite), 
ful lake, it is seen silently creeping over its clean. The tall, straight, slender palms,| 
easy ascent In scattered security. In the are sparingly scattered throughout, and) 


Matanzas, 


\ 
| 


rear, the mighty Pan lifts its dark blue sum. their plumy tops, waving in the wind, break); 


mit, in solitary majesty, above the rising the monotony of the view, and give it an air'| 
ground which conceals its base from the of enchantment truly delightful. Here) 
view ; and adeep, narrow chasm in the hill |and there, tufts of the feathery bamboo, with’, 
to the right, affords a channel to the river,jits long narrow leaves of light green, lend), 
forming the Northern boundary to the city,,|additional diversity; and patches. of the|, 
while it discloses a partial glimpse of the |broad leaved plantain, present the idea of), 
beautiful valley of Yumuri. \jtowns of fairy windmills; while the tremen- 


and dentists in the country—some of them pro. 
fessors in the medical departinent in Yale College, 
to whom we have the liberty of referring. We 
deem it not necessary here to give the recommen. 
dations in full, as they will be found on handbills 
and labels accompanying the wash. The best 
test of its merit is its use. 

We refer to Professor Silliman. Doct. T°. P. 
Beers, Professors in the medical department of 
Yale College; Docts. V. M. Dow, and D. H. 
Moore, M. D.’s of New Haven; Doct. D.C. Am- 
bler, M. D., Dentist, New York—besides many 
others, whose opinions are valuable. 

Sold wholesale and retail, by 

SMITH & TROWBRIDGE, 
Agents for the Proprietor. 
Oct. 12. I 
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